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THE LARRY BARROWS LETTERS 

Deal Crazy, 

This is yei another letter from your pal 
Larry. Read and enjoy. I just know you will. 

To begin: 

It has come to my attention that in about six 
issues you guys will be reaching that miles- 
tone that magazines dream of someday reach¬ 
ing, the 100th issue of your rag's existence. I 
must request one favor... don't put Obnoxio 
on the cover! That clown has been an egotisti¬ 
cal hog on the cover ever since I can re¬ 
member; he all but eliminated that poor old 
whatever who used to appear each month. So. 
to end this long and drawn out masterpiece of 
Ian mail. 1 ask you to do away with the clown 
and do in with the... the... well, you know 
who I’m talkin' about. Put him back where he 
belongs... at least for the 100th issue 

Your Pal 
Larry Barrows 
Definitely in Lousiana 


Dear Crazy. 

I just finished reading issue #90. 1 mean, 
wow! That “Kiljoy... " was something else! I 
loved it! 

Oh, and I wanted to ask you how old Larry 


THE BURNING POINT 

Dear Crazy, 

I've always enjoyed your movie parodies, 
bat please don't do one on E.T. It's been quite 
awhile since America has seen a movie that 
makes us both laugh and cry. so please, don't 
do anything to it. 

Jeffrey Black shear 
Little Rock, AR 

P.S.-Leave Mega Force alone, too. 

Okay, Jeff. Wc promise. Snicker snicker 

— F.d. 


Dear Crazy, 

I like your magazine; it's really great. 
Especially "Shakey's Mashing " and "Quest 
For 3rd Degree Burns'. 

Maria Pcrcaccio 
Fairless Hills. PA 


Dear Crazy. 

I love your magazine! Issue #89 was ter¬ 
rific! I liked "Quest For 3rd Degree Bums". 
"Shakey's Mashing", and everything in be¬ 
tween. 

Kit Lively 


Dear Crazy, 

I think you are really crazy to print this 
magazine, especially that dumb "Quest For 
3rd Degree Rurns". How stupid can yon get, 
and that story about the Teen Hulk it doesn’t 
make no sense the whole magazine just stunk. 
I'd rather buy Mud or Cracked. 

Richard Fitzgerald 
Philadelphia, PA 

Dear Crazy, 

I liked everything in your book. I didn't un¬ 
derstand Teen Hulk. 1 mostly liked "Quest for 
3rd Degree Burns 

Neal Hontz 
Wnthena, KS 

Dear Crazy, 

I really liked issue #89. it was terrific! 
Especially your "Quest For 3rd Degree 
Bums" and "Shakey 's Mashing"'. 

Chris Hilton 
Candia. N.H. 

Dear Crazy, 

In issue #89 I think "Quest For 3rd Degree 
Bums" was the most boring thing I ever read. 
Aunty Nuke was trashy. 

Sammy Caraballo 
Brooklyn.. N.Y, 


Barrows is and if he's available? And can you 
ask him to write me? Thanks. 

Sabrina Gollotte 
3730 Auba Club Rd. 
Mobile. AL. 36605 


Dear Crazy. 

This is my first letter to you. I would like to 
say that ” Kiljoy. " was a simply barbaric re¬ 
ndition. by crud, and the artwork was fab. I 
loved it. By the way. who the hades is Larry 
Barrows? Why docs he get his name in big, 
black, bold letters? 

Also, is Aix Runkus of Ft. Worth. TX. out 
there? Dungeons & Dragons fans are hard to 
find out here, keep the spirit. Can I contact 
you through a local gypsy, or arc you in seclu¬ 
sion? How about Aix gives his address? 

Kara Vilbrandt 
Newbury Park. CA. 


Dear Crazy, 

This is my third letter. I'm getting to be I ike 
Larry Barrows, boy, is he greedy. 

Cindy Wyman 
Potts Camp. MS. 

4 



: 




m-m* 

■ ' .-xo'.LL: 

.. |g 






Lewisville, TX 







OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 



THE SUGGESTION BOX 

Dear Crazy. 

I think your magazine is okay except lor 
Teen Hulk. Crazy Gross Encounters, and 
Aunty Nuke. If you took these out of your 
magazine and replaced them with "The 
Brownstones " or something, the magazine 
would he great. 

Kori Muki Adair 
Wclitskiwirt. Canada 

Dear Crazy, 

I think you are the greatest thing since 
Atari. 

Hugh Rod man 
Indianapolis. IN 

Dear Crazy, 

I really enjoy your magazine to the max. 
But. since you have almost every other art icle 
in Crazy, why don't you add a little x-rated 
drawings and articles!!! It will bring about a 
big boost in sales. I'm sure!!! 

K.B. 

I t. Lauderdale. FL 
Maybe so. R.H.. but what would our 
mothers say...? Eel. 

Dear Crazy. 

I think "Quest For ,<nl Degree Hums" 
stunk. 

Andrea Jones 
Cincinnati. Oil 

Dear Crazy. 

I just recently got my copy of issue 
and couldn't believe it. Whitt's the matter 
with you guys ’! Teen Hulk's getting dumber 
every issue, anil “Shukcy’s Mashing" was 
more sleep inducing than reruns of Dallas'. 
After reading your parody of Quest For Fire. I 
made a quest for the trash can! Let's see il we 
can do it a little bil better next time, okay 
guys? 

Lauren Green 
Chattanooga. TN 



CODOR’S COMMERCIALS 

Dear Crazy. Magazine. 

If I had a trophy I would give it In you for 
being the funniest magazine in the world, 
especially the T.V. commercial parodies on 
the hack cover. 

Tammie Key 
Winder. GA 

Dear Crazy. 

I just bought my lirst issue of Crazy, and I 
loved il. I thought your "Commercials That 
Drive You Crazy " feature was the funniest 
thing I oversaw. 

Dean Ankouny 
Dearborn. Ml 

Dear Crazy. 

I liked your magazine so much I sub¬ 
scribed. Bui ii's driving me crazy since you 
stopped doing T.V, parodies. Why did you 
stop doing T.V. satires? 

Sean F. Leonard 
Evanston. II 

Well. Sean, we think T. V. "s funny enough 
just the way it is... Ed. 

Dear Crazy. 

Don'ltiikc the clown out of Crazy, he's the 
best. I never liked Crazy till I saw the down. 
He's mean and dirty and grisly...my kinda 
guy. 

Tony Roland 
l leiuni, AR 

Dear Crazy. 

I really luite your magazine. The art is terri¬ 
ble. and you certainly don't stand a chance 
trying to outsell Mad or Cracked. Wlial in the 
world do Ohnoxio's "Fun Pages' have to do 
with humor? The only times I ever buy your 
magazine is when I'm in a second hand store, 
and now that I've tried Crazy I'm definitely 
going to stay with Mad Magazine, my favor¬ 
ite. 


Let’s face it. The situation is pathe¬ 
tic. The quality of abuse in the last few 
months has deteriorated to epilhetical 
diatribes of the pre-nursery school 
level. Cut me some slack! I’ve seen 
more imaginative vituperation going 
down in the Orangutan Pit of the Bronx 
Zoo! The last scene of Hamlet is fun¬ 
nier. Compared to most abuse letter 
writers, Yasir Arafat is a world class 
wit. I mean, I get twenty letters in a row 
cutting me down for lack of brains and 
the word “brains’ is spelled wrong! It s 
extremely difficult to take seriously 
abuse letters written with orange 
Crayola on Holly Hobbie stationery! 
Hey! We’re not talking brain damage 
here, we’re talking serious non-usage 
of available brain tissue and sub¬ 
sequent atrophy thereof! You’ve got to 
exercise that muscle lodged in your 
cranial cavity and put some intellec¬ 
tual activity behind the abuse or else 
it’s little better than a Nyaa-Nyaa con¬ 
test between pinheads and hocky fans. 
So get with the program. Sheesh. This 
is the second time I’ve had to do this 
and it’s made me so upset I dropped 
my dialect... —O.T.C. 



Address all hale mail to "Ohnoxio's 
Abuse Column ”c/o the address below (and if 
you send us your picture, lie'll make tun of 
that. too!). — Ed. 


Warning: Sending letters lo this column Indicates the 
sender s willingness to be abused. Publicly. Where all the 
sender's friends and relatives can see. Yup. Right here. 
And, It you don't include yourname and address, we won't 
even consider possibly getting around lo look al It. Nope. 


Culm Dennis 
Diirlniouth. Nuvii Scotia 
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Let's hear it for Steven Spielberg, the big hit- 
maker of Hollywood. Seems everything that 
guy touches turns to gold... well, except for 
“1941,” but nobody mentions that turkey! 
“Close Encounters of the Third Kind,” 
"Jaws,” “Raiders of the Lost Ark,” and "Pol¬ 
tergeist.” Yep, that guy’s figured out how to 
mint money, ‘cause if you know how, it’s... 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg Artist: Bob Camp 


How many limes have I told you not to do that! 

You'll catch your death of cold... or do you 
still claim you saw the bogey-man out there? 


Eddiot! Are 
you out there 
in the back¬ 
yard in the 
middle of the 
night again? 


Er.. not exactly, Mom. Say, 
Mom., how'd you feel about 
me having a pet — ? 


mother! 


OOPS)BAO 
tinuhg; 




























- or the planet 

they come 
from, for that 
matter! 


You gotta be quiet or you'll 
wake my mom. I'm not sup¬ 
posed to have guests over 
without her knowing them - 


Sigh! I told you when you 
asked for a kid sister, that 
was the end of that, young 
man! Now come to bed! 


Hoo-kay... but 
I don’t know 
where I'm gonna 
hide your kitty- 
litter box, 
little guy! 


gobble eat 
yum-yum slurp 


Er... you sure I can t get you 
some ketchup... or abromo? 


Yeah — I made a fantastic 
discovery! 


Find anything 
yet? 


No — that lots of loose-change 
falls out of people's pockets 
when they sit in the g'ass' 


‘J i Vi 1 
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You sure you know what you’re doing, shorty? I mean, 
gosh, there’s no way in the world any of this stuff here 
can even remotely help you get back to your own word! 


Hoo-boy. If 
there's any¬ 
thing I can’t 
stand, it's 
wiseguy 
little aliens! 


Boy, this sure was 
clever! Nobody'll ever 
know you're really a 
being from the stars in 
that get-up. We can go 
wherever we want now! 


Hey! 

Is... 

is that 
really 
a... 

g-ghost —? 


Don't be stupid, 
Maurice... don’t 
you know an ex¬ 
tra-terrestrial 
in a sheet when 
you see one. . ? 


...This is intergalactic 
operator number 7. What 
planet are you calling? 
Deposit $3,786,932.76 
for the first three 
minutes puh-lease. 


Ohmigosh, Ed- 
diot— I found 
the little 
alien out in 
the woods, 
near death! 


No, you dum¬ 
my — I mean 
he's very, 
very sick! 
He looks 
terrible! 


Would 
you be¬ 
lieve out 
making a 
phone 
call. ? 


l-isn't that 
the little town 
a few miles down 
the road...? 


Dinner?!? It's 
time for break- 
last! Where've 
you been all night? 








































Ussen — there's something weird going on here, mister 1 

Relax, ma'am, we know 
Your son has befriended 
an alien being horn 
anoiher planet 


Oh is that what that is—! Whew! 
For a minute, 1 thought they’d 
moved the Love Canal into 
the neighborhood! 
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W-will he be 
alright? Poor 
Eddiot looks so 
pale... it's so 
hard for him 
to breath...! 


Listen, you'd 
have trouble 
breathing too 
if they'd stuck 
you into a giant 
baggie! 



I 


Er, Doctor.. there's 
something I think you 
ought to know... 
pssst pssst hsssst! 


O-kay, folks. Let s pack 
it up.. I just found out 
this little freeloader doesn't 
have any Blue Cross! 
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Waitaminnit... you’re not 
dead! Y-you were kidding 
them! Gosh that's swell, lit¬ 
tle guy! You really pulled the 
wool over their eyes, huh? 


: 





What d you think, dummy? 
We re aliens of an advanced 
race... we ll just wipe out all a 
them pain-in-the-neck research 
guys! Heh heh! 



1 


Oboyoboy! 

Can I get 
one a them 
for myself for 
Christmas —!? 






























IS 7 GROSS ENCOUNTERS PARTI 

THE BIRD 








DuE TO A PROLONGED EXPOSURE TO A DEMENTED DENTIST'S GAMMA RAY CAVITY DECODER , CRAVEN NERD 
CH6ST6R IA/C6MS finds himself >n moments of dire humiliation, transformed into a TUNPRA TOPPED 
T/TAMKNOWN AS... _____, .—. , 


STonl 

Lee 

presents; 



Story Art and 

by Lettering by 

Jim Owsley Gary Hallgren 
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THE HIGH FLYING FANTASY .. 



Congratulations, girl! We re behind 
you all the way. I wish I was 
_ going on this one. 


Wow! 


Thank you 
Thank you 


l II see ya in 
thirty six hours! 


...AND THE TERRIFYING REALITY 



Come on chicken! We went 
on the Baby Buttercups with 
you, now you're going on 
„ the Zipper with us! 


I changed 
my mind! 


Writer and Artist: Mary Wilshire 
























It was hot that day in August. 

“Hot enough for a double-scoop of 
chocolate ice-cream, George?”, 
asked the man in the yellow hat. 

It was that hot. 


My name is George. Spurious 
George. I’m a gumshoe. A private 
eye. This here’s my partner, the man 
in the yellow hat. Sometimes this 
job’s murder on a guy... but it’s a 


Sure, we’ve all read at least one of the little 
monkey detective’s case books: 

Spurious George Solves a Crime 
Spurious George Takes a Life 
Spurious George Flies an AWACS 
Spy Plane 

Spurious George Dehydrates 
Spurious George Sucks an Egg 

Next month Simian & Shyster will publish the 
final installment of the Spurious George 
series; and thanks to some brilliant smug¬ 
gling techniques we proudly present this 
month’s... 


Children ’ s 

Classics 

Writer and Artist: Michael Carlin 
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The door flew open and in came 
the man in the yellow hal... sans my 
cold cream! 

Double-cross me. eh? 

I would've plugged him right then 
and there if he hadn't kissed the 
linoleum with a knife in his back. 



I glanced up from the man in the 
yellow hat and red shirt and saw the 
silhouette of a dame outside my 
office door. 


































I hot-footed it out into the hall and 
caught an eyeful of skirt. She was 
wearing blue chiffon Two seconds 
and already I had it bad for this 
tomato. 

This babe was a double-scooper. 

She was that hot. 



Somehow 1 knew this dame 
spelled danger. Danger with a capital 
DANG! 

Could she know something about 
my partner's murder? Probably 
not... but I had to know for sure. 

I was curious. 


1 made a move towards her; she 
turned and ran down a staircase. By 
the time 1 had gotten to the top of the 
stairs all I found was a flimsy 
undergarment. 

She’d given me the slip. 
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“Evenin' Georgie. I knew the doll 
in the blue chiffon would bring you 
runnin 

There was a bang. BANG! 

And everything went black. 


BON* 


<-P\ 






My name is the man. The man in 
the yellow hat. I'm a gumshoe. A 
private eye. This here’s my partner, 
the doll in the blue chiffon. 
Sometimes this job's murder on a 
guy... but it’s a livin'. 


The End 
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Are you good enough?... Are you dumb enough?... Are you CRAZY enough?... To become a... 

WOMAN liUfi 


Writer: Michael Pelloweki Artist: J. D. King 

A woman in the army is more glamorous, 
more feminine, more lady-like than ever 
before! Join now and become a real she- 
man! Remember! Guys love a gal in uni¬ 
form! This can be you in just a few short 
weeks! 



★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 


Get away from the boring hum-drum of domestic chores' LET THE NEW ARMY TEACH YOU A TRADE! 


'“trine ’nspectj on 



JOIN! 

You may even quality lor of¬ 
ficer training if you are 
bossy enough! We want 
girls who can nag soldiers 
until they're fighting mad! 


TH£R£S LINT 
ON YOUR KNAP- 
SA cKiyoU'ge 
e motif tA<;e fs 
/MCSSYfSHUie 

m\8AVofJET/ 




ENLIST! 

Have a guy in every 
port and an ache in 
every part ot your 
body! 
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DID you hear 1 

WHO MADGE 
ToiNED THE 
BUDDY 5YSTE& 

WITH? BLAH® 
0LAH/BtAl» 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN AREA OF SPECIALIZATION! 


COMMUNICATIONS 
Wouldn't it be great to get paid for 
talking on the radio-phone all day 
long! 


ADVANCED MAKE-UP 
(We call it camouflage) Learn 
which shades of rouge and eye 
shadow can make you look like a 
palm tree. 


To make Army life more appealing to women some basic training 
programs have been altered to accomodate modern women... 



Some recruits find getting dirty repulsive: 


I HATE THESE 
DRAB ILL FIT¬ 
TING ARMY 
FATIGUES// 


Some recruits dislike army attire: 
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SOME OF THE MODERNIZED GEAR YOU’LL BE USING IN 
THE NEW WOMANS ARMY CORPS: 


new see-through 
plastic helmet _ 
that won’t hide 
your hair-do. 


THE M-16 RIFLE: 


bayonet 


emory 
board. 


finger¬ 
nail - 
file 


AMMO BELT: 
new 

grenade 
with 
sanitary 
wrapping 
around pin 
so you 
won't get 
germs 
when you 
pull it v 
with \ 
your 
teeth 




canteen: new 
Army issue 
canteen 

_ straw for 

neatness 


Army 
issue 
- hair 
blower 


NEW K RATIONS: 


scissors 


change 

purse 


carrot 

sticks 


cottage 

cheese diet soda 




tissue 

dispenser 


short 

trigger_ 

guard so 
you won t 
break your 
nails 


J.D.Kmcj 


nip 

sights 


flip up 
mirror 


ARMY DRESS 
BOOTS: 
high 

heels and 
open toes 


- ENLIST NOW! - 


Address_ 

Height_Weight_ 

(Be honest) 

3ood looking YesD NoD 

Telephone_ 

(If good looking include hours you're in 
and phone number of friend) 


Measurements 


(For personal use by recruiter only) 


Now truthful age_ 

Next of kin_ 

(In case you die in boot camp) 














CRAZY Looks At 



Is 

what I 
have 
conta¬ 
gious? 


Dr. Plys, I know this will 
sound strange, but ever 
since my stomach operation 
I’ve been extremely thirsty 
...I've been soaking 
up liquids like a spongel 


I'm 

here to 
visit my 
uncle, 
please. 


I’m sorry, ma’am, but visiting 
hours are over lor today 
You’ll have to come back 
tomorrow at 10:00. 


Let me put it this way... 
it you have any other 
questions, call me long 
distance and I’ll be 
glad to talk to you. 


But — he 
may be 
dead by 
tomorrow 


That doesn't sound 
strange at all. 
Ever since your 
operation, we've been 
looking for a 
missing sponge.' 


Then I suggest 
you call first. 
Maybe you can 
save yourself 
the; trip. 


It looks like we ll 
have to perform 
a radical 
cashectomy. 


Dr Murphy, I’ve heard 
that you’re the best 
plastic surgeon in the 
nation. How easy would 
it be for you to make my 
nose small enough to 
look right on my face? 


Radical cashectomy? 
What does that 
involve? 


The complete 
separation 
of you and 
your money. 


Offhand, I'd 
say it would 
be easier to 
make the rest 
of your face 
larger, to fit 
vour nose! 


I guarantee you, when 
we're done with 
this operation, you'll 
be a new person. 


I should hope 
sol This is 
a sex-change 
operation! 


The operation isn't 
entirely necessary, Sally 
but after reminding 
myself of the other 
important factor, I'd say 
you should have it. 


What 

other 

important 

factor? 


Oh, nothing... 
just a 40- 
foot sailboat 
I've had my 
eye on since 
August. 






























The Hospital 


Writer: 
Robert Leighton 
Artist: 

Ned Sonntag 





Well, yes and no.. It 
was the best knee surgery 
we've ever done... the 
cleanest, the fastest, we 
had the knee stitched 
up in no time. 


Doctor, why do we 
wear all these things 
on our faces? 


So if we mess something 
up, our chances of being 
recognized are slim’ 


M :sss 


wrong? 




IE 



The patient. 

I just remem¬ 
bered he was 
here for 
a tonsillec¬ 
tomy The knee 
patient is 
tomorrow! 


2V 







Now, we II be locating the 
bronchius principalis and 
doing a surgical cut up 
to the vena cava superior, 
being careful not to... 


Yeah... 


No, my second. My 
first walked out on 
me and is living with 
a milkman in Chicago. 




I meant 
first 

baby, 
not wife! 


I knew what 
you meant. 
Kids grow 
up fast 
these days. 



7m 


Yes? Ur. 
Wedekind? 
Do you 
have a 
comment? 



Yeah... can you 
warn me in 
advance when the 
blood comes, so 
I don't get sick? 





Wait until he gets 
my bill... he won't 
be able to talk! 
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Well, Mr. Steinberg, I'm happy to 
say we removed that ugly lump you 
used to walk around with on your arm 





He's got a full-body 
twitch It wraps him 
up like a pretzel 


Is it 

serious 7 


No actually, 
if you ask me it's 
pretty funny! 
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THE HARDHAT 
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sHh OPTtKiMCUCOMtC. toy Steve HieUar 
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AGFMT BRISBANE HERE. 
PON'T LOOK AT J^E , JUST 
REAP.' M£ AN1>THE BOY5 
HAVE BEEN ’’ENLISTEO" 
BY CERTAIN AUTHORITIES 
FOR SOME FUN SPV STUFF. 


o © 


o 


o 


TO BE PART OF THE THIRP 
WORlPTHRiLlS 'N SPILLS 
FOLLOW THE PlRECT I ONS 
ANO WAiT FOR US OUT 
INTHE HOTEL LOBBY 

'£.OS WE'RE ... 
THE Kinetic 
KIPS.'/ 


Jill 


FLIP PREVIOUS PACE’*A“ 
UP AND DOWN OVER 
PACE “B" AS SHOW/V. 
THIS MACA2-INE WILL 
SELF-PESTRUCT IN 
SIXTY 5CCOWi>S„, 
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THE HORRIFIC FANTASY AND, 



THE HARASSED REALITY 
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Writer and Artist: Peter Kuper 























There's an old proverb that says, "A boil isn't painful - in someone else's armpit." Not 
that that has anything to do with this article, but it might make you feel better while 
your teeth chatter, ears tingle, nose drips, knees knock, and you read about... 

KEEPING WA RM 


Written & Illustrated by Dick Codor 




r 


to 





















1 . 



5. Roll and twist your own pret 2 els out ot bread 6. Bring vegetable can labels from home and wrap 

loaves. them around dog food cans and place them in ap¬ 

propriate section. 




















/AYS TO BEAT 
T FOOD-O-RAMA 



7. Open cereal boxes from the bottom and place 
back perfectly. Make sure to slash open inner 


8. Draw faces, phrases, unmentionables, etc. on 
citrus fruits. 















Writer and Artist: 
Michael Carlin 
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CHARITY FUND-RAISING: Make sure it’s 


PICK 


•■y.y'yf 


xw-: 




WMiiiii 

Take some 
index cards an' 
number 'em 1- 


Now sell 'em (or 
25c to the kids 
after school. 


Give th' winner a dollar, an’ 
donate the rest o' th' profits 
to a worthy charity. 


Then put th’ 
number- 1-50 In a 
coffee pot, mix, an' 
pick a winner. 


Writer: Virgil Diamond Artist: Alan Kupperberg 


Ya gotta be a good athlete, ‘cuz if ya ain’t, th’ gang’ll think yer a wimp. So start devel 
opin’ yer baseball competence by followin’ a daily program of... 


The windup - the pitch - he’s out 
strike three! 


Dismantle a toilet 
seat. 


Lean it up against a 
tree. 




IMPORTANT- when yer workout’s over, remember t’return 
th' seat so’s to not inconvenience any family members. 


MY CIGAR 

W£NT OUT! 


















You’ll probably need a smaller shirt size if ya get trapped underneath 
one o’ these... . ———..-. 


Animals 

Which 

Can 

Crush 

Your 

Chest A 


HOW TO PLAY: Th’ names 
o' 5 rib-crunchin’ beasts are 
hidden in th’ word search to 
th’ left. You’ll find ’em by 
lookin’ across, up, an' 
down. Then circle ’em. 


Winter Warmth: Ears are important, ‘specially fer hearin' gossip. 
So take care of 'em this winter by makin' yerselt a pair o'... 


EAR 

MUFFS 


Slit th' center 
of 2 Brillo 
pads. 


Slide a belt 
through the 

slits... 


...an face th' ele¬ 
ments! 




9SJ0H 
ejqaz lueqdeig 
'oiHiiy deeg 

: SH3MSNV 


■PUT VCR FOOT 
pOWN,0UT PON'T 
STANP ON 
CEREMONY? 


This Is ffly Favorite Picture 
Of The ITlonth!' —OBNOXIO. 


It's from Bart Nunn of Houston, 
Texas. Yer pullin' my leg, buddy! 


I'M GCrTTIN'A SINKING PEELIN'! 
















Shake your bod suaropod 1 
It s Behemoth Jack 

heavenly host of. 


Featuring the latest 
rock hits... as they 
sounded before eleventh- 
hour revisions! 


This song by Paul McBarfney and Stevie 
Blunder headed the Top 40 for weeks! Guess 
#'s 2-39 must've consisted of airpalne static! 


Ebon he and ivory me 

Sing together to shake the money tree 

With a brotherhood message we'll fake 

We ll make 

Quite a fee! 


I'Ve both know 

That people stand in line to give us their dough 
There are lots and lots of jerks around; 

Simpy songs 

And pseudo-jazz arrangements 
By themselves, always sold; 

Together, they're gold! 


That's why 

Ebon he and ivory me 

Counting money together, quite agree 

We don’t care if we both sound 

As dumb 

As some 

Chimpanzee! 

'to the tune of "Ebony and Ivory" 





















Cause if you do... I can get away with 
hiring no-talent acts every week! 


We swore when we started out 
Our sound was soul, without a doubt; 
3ut today the thing that pays 
Is to exploit the oidies craxel 


Should we do it — 

Should we sing 
Like the sixties — 

Same old thing ? 

Ape the Crystals. 

The Shiretles, 

We ’ll even do Don Ho if it sells t 


to the tune of 
Should I Do It?' 


Maybe I didn't have to 

Break so many of your bones, girl; 

And maybe I didn't have to 

Crush your skull with all those stones, glrl- 

Sorry, girl, but as I told you 

As I stuffed you in the sack: 

You were always on my back: 

You were always on my back. 


to the tune of 

You Were Always on my Mind 


To those temale fans who’ve 
written in asking if I'm married... 

I was. but my wife felt that 
my working one day a month was 
too great a demand! 


So she left me for a 
United States Senator! 


later, lizard! 











Wff GROSS ENCOUNTERS PART 3 

THE CASTAWAY 







What do John Lennon, Natalie Wood, William Holden and John Belushi have in common? Well, 
while you’re pondering the perplexities of that particular puzzle, please allow us to introduce 
you to one of the greatest games to ever come down the pike... 






T 


0 C: 


m 


* + 




A GAME TO END ALL GAMES! 

A PERILOUS PAST-TIME FOR TWO TO FOUR PLA YERS! 






(...or, if more of you guys — say, like, six of you — wanna play, you’ll just 
have to go out and purchase another copy of this magazine. Then, three of 
you can play one game and three can play the other. And so on.) 


Writer: Steve Skeates Artist: Paul Kirchner 
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What’s 
wrong, 
Savin! You 
chicken? 


Whew! 


All right, 
you’re 
next, 
Savin! 


N-now wait 
a m-minute, 
juys-1 don't 
wanna play 
this game 
anymore! 


Bawk! 

Dawk! 


Remember the Viet Nam War? No, probably not. But let’s go back 
there anyway... and watch as a bunch ot soldiers within a ietid 
tent white away the hours... 


There's only 
one bullet 
in there! 


So spin the chamber, 
then put.the pistol to 
your temple, and... 


Okay, okay! 
Don't treat me 
like a kid! I 
know what to do! 


...something like Dr. 
Doom's Game of Death! 


Wow! Doctor Doom I Ain't 
he that dude who's 
always showin' up in 
Fantastic Four comics? 


Hoo-boy! 
This sounds 
real glitzy! 


How do we play 
Savin? Cmon, 
tell us - how 
do we play? 


N-no, no, 
guys! I'm 
not sc-scared 1 
Really 
I'm n not! 


It's just that we play 
Russian Roulette all the 
time! And I'd rather 
play something that's 
more of a challenge! 






























Hi there, all you discerning readers 
you! It's me, your old pal Dr. 
Doom, here to make a most 
important introduction... 




...for CRAZY magazine, in its 
infinite wisdom, has seen fit to up¬ 
date one ot the most popular 
games otthe 1960's... 



It s called "The Game of Death," 
and all those rock musicians and 
enlisted men you don't hear about 
anymore undoubtedly played this 
game! 


...but let s forget about the 60’s for 
the moment and think instead 
about now! 


...because now it’s time for you to 
go get your scissors, your paste 
and your cardboard! 


First of all, you've gotta remove the 
inside front and back covers from 
this magazine, becuase they're 
gonna serve as your game-board! 



Then, you can gel about cutting 
out all the cards and spinners and 
markers and other junk you'll find 
on the following pages! 


As for the spinner and the 
markers, it might be a good idea to 
paste that whole page onto a thin 
piece of cardboard before you start 
cutting that stuff out... that'll make 
those things all the more sturdier! 


Now, this is where 
the pin comes in! 


Oh, did I forget to tell you you'll 
need a pin? Well, you're gonna 
need a pin! 


Now what you do with the pin is 
shove it through the center of the 
pointer and the center of the 
spinner so that then the pointer 
spins around atop the spinner. 


Then, once you've folded the 
markers along the dotted lines so 
that they'll stand up, you're ready 
to play! 


But before you start playing, it 
might be a good idea to go out and 
get some life insurance! 


Then at least someone (your 
parents maybe) will at least profit 
off the fate that's bound to befall 
you! 


Have fun! 
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This is an official classified 
GAME OF DEATH file card 
to be used only in conjunction 
with Doctor Doom’s 
official GAME OF DEATH 
as exclusively published 
in CRAZY magazine 
(available nowhere near as 
many places as it should be) 


This is an official classified 
GAME OF DEATH file card 
to be used only in conjunction 
with Doctor Doom’s 
official GAME OF DEATH 
as exclusively published 
in CRAZY magazine 
(available nowhere near as 
many places as it should be) 


This is an official classified 
GAME OF DEATH file card 
to be used only in conjunction 
with Doctor Doom’s 
official GAME OF DEATH 
as exclusively published 
in CRAZY magazine 
(available nowhere near as 
many places as it should be) 


This is an official classified 
GAME OF DEATH file card 
to be used only in conjunction 
with Doctor Doom’s 
official GAME OF DEATH 
as exclusively published 
in CRAZY magazine 
(available nowhere near as 
many places as it should be) 





Code Name Brad the Bold 
Pile Name: Bradley B. 

Bradford III 

SN: ABC1234567890 

Height: 6' 12” 

Weight: 245 lbs. of muscle 
Age: 22 
Eyes: Blue 
Hair: Blond 

Weapons: broadsword, luger, 
garrote. M-1911A1. M-79. EAR 


Code Name: Seymour the Slime 
Pile Name: Disgusting Monstrosity 
3N: 00000-000-0 
Height: 3' 4" 

Weight: 467VS* lbs. 

Age: 5 

Eyes: Twelve 
Hair: Blue 

Weapons: BO, halitosis, terminal dandruff, zits. 


Weight: 212 lbs. soaking wet 
Age: 39 
Eyes: Blue 

Nose: Red Hair: Lt, Brown 

Weapons: rapier wit, biting sarcasm, purple prose 


HE 


MICHAEL THE MAGNIFICENT 


Code Name: Michael the 
Magnificent 

File Name: Debbie Schwartz 
SN: XYZ9876543210 
Height: 5’ 9" 

Weight: 129 lbs. 

Age: classified 
Eyes: Hazel 
Hair: Wavy 
Weapons: mace, pam, 
cross-stiching, 
withering stare, BDI’s. 






Ha! Ha! You’re 
dead, you 
running dog 
of capitalism! 



Ha! Ha! You’re 
dead, you loser 
in the game 
of life! 


Ha! Ha! 
You're dead, 
you pea-brained 
mutant! 





m w 

< 

Ha! Ha! You’re 


dead, you minor 

vta, //I 

irritation! 

y " J 




lol 



Ha! Ha! You’re 
dead,you 
putrefying pile 
of parrot 
phlegm! 




Ha! Ha! 
You’re dead, 
you communist 
lackey! 


Ha! Ha! 
You’re dead, 
you creeping 
sociologist! 


Ha! Ha! 
You're dead, 
you famous 
rock star! 


Ha! Ha! You're 
dead,you 
easy-going 
and charming 
individual! 



Ha! Ha! You're 
dead, you gumball 
with ears! 


Ha! Ha! You’re 
dead, you bloated 
bilious bozo! 
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No, I'm not! 
I was only 
faking it! 



No, I’m not! I 
was only grazed 
in the temple! 



No, I’m not! I 
was only grazed 
in the shoulder! 



No, I’m not! 
I was only 
bleeding 
profusely! 


No, I’m not! 

I was only 
communing 
with nature! 


No, I’m not! I 
was only lying down 
for a few seconds! 


No, I'm not! I 
was only grazed 
in the knee-cap! 




No, I’m not! 

I was only 
superficially 
wounded! 


No, I’m not! 

I was only out 
to lunch! 


No, I'm not! 
I was only 
being a silly 
so-and-so! 







>;• THE ' 
GAME 

•.Y'opY:;: 

death: 




GAME fv :v*fvi x ; u 

= ^OP;^.\;V.s : r" 

DEATH A Vv.- 

'■ ‘ ' ■ ■> - T ■ . w . .' 


r»--_ 


*/1 


THE 


'.Vr« 






:r-(■ ^ 


GAME 


I* - . U'. -J- 


>- 


OP 


DEATH 




;-:c. 




4 . 


... ,lv.V 

-I A 'vl.» *. * 
» 1 *- ■ 


THE ; 
GAME 

; ..:>op:'v 

DEATH 


'X. 


j 


•fff 5 

-;*■ V-Yi 


* ’* . '.v. V 


GAME i v 
DEATH-#V 

C. •■*..* T.*« >t 


v * 


■I) 

.0 


v 


THE 
; GAME ; 

; ,:.:-opyv 

DEATH, 


W J* 'GV '*»:* 


••>'f 


« ’>■ 


<. ~ 


> THE 
GAME 
OP 
DEATH 


; ► *. 


r* • 1 ■» 






YTHE ; ",' 

GAME - =r 

&of;?-# 

DEATH 


"j - 




r r. 


•/ t 


THE 
GAME 


V., ‘ 


-' ■ 




• o 


OP 


0 


DEATH 


<*-v 


: •. v 






THE 
GAME 

NOP;' 7 .:-' 

DEATH 




• A 




r- i" ' r 


: r 5 


* 

- / I 


THE 
GAME 






> > 


OP 


, ^ 1 ^ 4 ‘ 


Til DEATH 


i' - * 






>5 


r. • • •_ 


l> • i 


THE 
GAME 


. ' * S' 

• '■ '.V, ■ 




J' — 


< - 


* I, 


' 1 ' 


OP 


*.'< ^ • \ , 


DEATH 




'J 


54 


IVvC? 









Proceed immediately 
to E, then slip 
this card back in 
the pile. 


Crawl on your 
belly to F, then 
slip this card 
back in the pile. 


Proceed immediately 
to G, then slip 
this card back 
in the pile. 


Walk don’t run to 
H, then slip this 
card back in 
the pile. 


You may kill either 
Steve the Spiffy or 
Seymour the Slime 
whenever you want! 
But don’t REALLY 
kill him. Just 
tell him to leave 
the game. 


After you have gone 
to G, you can slip 
this card back 
into the pile. 





(A & « 

<rv 





If and when you 


die, you can take 


someone with you. 


So know who your 


friends are. And 

your enemies. 


You may kill either 
Brad the Bold 
or Michael the 
Magnificent 
whenever you 
want! But don’t 
REALLY kill him. 
Just tell him to 
leave the game. 

Okay? 


Go back to start... 
and begin all over 
again, even as 
everyone else is 
having a great time 
wiping each other 
out right and left! 


Crawl on your belly 
to E, then slip 
this card back in 
the pile. 


Proceed immediately 
to H, then slip 
this card back in 
the pile. 


The time has come 
for you to go directly 
onto that space with 
the big “F” on it. 
After you've done 
that, slip this card 
back into the pile 
whence you got it in 
the first place. 



It <■ ^ 



START, 

.HEREn 
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And now, the eminent Doctor Victor 
von Doom, speaking on behalf of the 
international Game of Death... 




Good evening, folks 




Did you know that Death is the 
second largest killer, not only in 
this country alone, but throughout 
the entire world as well? 





But now you no longer have to 
just sit there and take it! Now you 
can beat Death at his own game! 



S?»K 




But how the heck do you play? - 
that's undoubtedly the question 
you’re asking yourself right now, 
isn't it? 


I mean so far we've given you 
spinners and cards and a lot of 
neat pictures of yours truly, but 
we haven't tod you what you're 
supposed to do with it all, have 
we? 











Well, that's because we like to save the best for the last! 


m 


And, this time 
around we’re 
going to try not 
to leave any 
numbers or 
letters out, or 
make any silly 
last-minute 
changes.. 




Hi 

mm 



it 



In other words 
this time, our 
directions just 
might mako 


ATE 

AIL 




So, hold onto 
your heads 
(not to mention 
your hats)... 



'X 


...because 
here 
we go! 




...directly into 
directionland! 





57 








































STEP ONE: 

In this world of kill or be killed, you don't even know who you 
are yet, do you? Well then, in order to solve this disconcerting 
identity crisis of yours, why don't you place the four official 
classified GAME OF DEATH file cards face down on a table 
and mix them all up? There, wasn't that fun? Now, each of you 
players should pick one of these cards and then look at the 
other side. This will tell you who the heck you are. 



STEP TWO: 

Now that each of you knows who you are, 
you can forget about the file cards for the mo¬ 
ment, and concentrate instead upon all 
those smaller cards we had you cut out. Now 
the first two pages of these cards (the "Ha 
Ha, You're Dead" cards and the "No I’m Not" 
cards) are supposed to be shuffled and 
passed out, so that each player gets an 
equal number (or nearly equal number) of 
them. The third page of cards (the other 
cards) are supposed to be placed face down 
upon the game-board (preferably in the ap¬ 
propriate marked space). 


STEP THREE: 

Okay, now go back and look at your individual 
chosen file card again, then find the marker that 
corresponds to said file card and place it upon 
the "Start Here" space as found upon the game- 
board. Have all of you placed your markers 
upon the game-board? Good. Now, you can 
start playing the game proper, which means it's 
time for each of you in turn to spin the spinner. 
See the numbers in the inner circle of the spin¬ 
ner (the numbers from one to four)? Well, these 
are the numbers you are supposed to use in 
your first spin. After that you can (and, in fact, 
must) use the outer numbers (from one to 
eight). 





STEP FOUR: 

All right, now that you've got your markers moving, 
please allow us to explain how you go about 
CHALLENGING an opponent. First of all, if you 
land on a space already occupied by another 
player, you may challenge this player — and to do 
that, you take a “Ha Ha, You’re Dead" card out of 
your hand (the cards that were passed to you ear¬ 
lier) and slap it down on the table in front of him. 
Now, if he has a "No, I'm Not” card, he can counter 
your move by slapping his “No, I’m Not” card on 
top of your "Ha Ha, You’re Dead" card, (then, 
these two cards are slipped into the middle ot the 
deck of cards you already placed upon the game- 
board — see also: Step t wo.) However, if he 
doesn’t have a "No, I'm Not" card, that he's out of 
the game. 


STEP FIVE: 

Needless to day, there is more than one way to CHAL¬ 
LENGE an opponent. For example, f you land upon a 
space which says "CHALLENGE" then you can challenge 
any player you wish to challenge, by again slapping a "Ha 
Ha, You're Dead” card in front of him, forcing him to cough 
up a "No, I'm Nof’cardorelsegetoutof 
the game and do it now, you sucker! 
The last person left :n the game (i.e.: 
left alive) is, of course, the winner. 


STEP SIX: 


However, if you really want to play this game the way it 
should be played in the 80 ’s, then don’t play to win. 
Rather, play to lose. After all, suicide is all the rage now¬ 
adays, especially among teenagers. So, why should 
you be any different? Why should you be left out in the 
cold? C'mon, climb aboard this self-destructive train of 
thought and play for that prize which transcends silly 
board games published in CRAZY magazine — play to 
really truly and finally lose. But, above all, enjoy your- 










And there you have it, folks - a 
game for the entire family, 
providing of course your family is 
similar to the Manscn family... 


1 


Remember 
them? They 
were this 
bunch of 
murderers 
who- 


And now, if you'll excuse me. I’ve 
gotta get back to concocting my 
latest and greatest devious plot 
against the Fantastic Four! This 
time those goody-goodies are 
really gonna be in trouble, 
because I’ve- 


I 


Wait! What was that noise— 


III. 




BCttOOK XHCOHW4HHOMMMMMM0M 


Good God! What are you people 
doing here? You've got no right 
to come barging into my private 
lair like that! Why, I ought to - 


mm 








t#7 U 




Oh, never 
mind. Just 
concen¬ 
trate on 
one fact: 
the family 
that preys 
together, 
stays 
together! 




m 


Shut-up, Doom!... 


SUM 


We've «pv : '': We re fed up with 
hao the way you made 

it f/ fun of us in this 
silly game of 
yours' 


The readers may have thought we 
were just made-up characters! But 
we're real! And now we're going to 
make you pay tor all the stupid things 
you said about us - true though they 
may be! 


k! 


YARRRRRGH! 


T 


4 




Grooble. 

grooble! 


No! Get 
away! 
You 
can’t— 
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Archie has become a bore, 

No more Emmys, that’s for sure. 
Don’t know what we're watching for 
Them's was the days! 


And the shows were always great, 
Acting that was just first-rate; 
Now the most exciting plot is 
"Stuffie tongues on a date." 


Boy, the bigot Archie played, 
Of the censors unafraid 
Always called a spade a spade 
Them's was the days! 


Writer: David Allikas Artist: Kent Gamble 


Arch! What re they bringin' 
in them 1948 TV's for? 


Them's videogames, Hairy... the first in a series of 
innervations thafregonna put us back in the black.. 


financially speakin - , that is! 


I'm gonna win back all the business vie 
lost t' that new bar down the block! 


I had 'em made up special! 
Get a bad o this... 


































See? A bunch o’ cops chase a 
colored kid through alleyways! 


In this one, a herd o' P.R.’s try ta move onta yer 
block! You gotta blast their ’68 Chevys! 


SLUM 


SLUM 


6HtMO 


Arch - you can't install 
games like these! 


Frankly, I can't 

see it either! 


We don't got no opinion either way - we 
just gonna hang out here an' be ethnic! 


Now for my next business- 
boosting device... 


Wan and Ragul might cook 
better it they ain't leanin' out the 
kitchen winder alia time! 


Looks 
good 
to me. 
Arch! 


Sure - but the way business 
is, I figured I'd better get in 
all my “blind man" jokes 
early in the show! 


You been pretty chatty 
today Mr. Van Aaargh! 
Everything okay? 
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And with my family, 
I dc mean bosom! 


I'm gonna go spend some time in 
the bosom o< my family! 


Make some calls, Hairy..-try an' 
set up some mud rasslin’l 


I just about filled my long-lost-niece quota, an 


Uncle Archie, it must be hard fora man in his 
mid-fifties - living with all these women! 


Nah, Swillie... what's hard is cornin' up with 
logical reasons for all these women to live with 
a man in his mid-fifties! 


I'll tell ya - with all them cirls runnin around my house, some¬ 
times I like comm' here for the peace an quiet an ... 



























































No fair! The 
fat guy’s blockin 
home plate! 


What in Sam 
Hill is 
goin' on!? 


It’s the softball team you're 
sponsoring, Arch! The uniforms 
you ordered just came in! 


Archie I think it's 
great that you're 
sponsoring a team! 


Sure, you’re getting your name on 
the shirts...but it's still 
a fine community service! 


Aww, it’s 
nothin’, 
Catheterin, 


You're some swell guy 
under that stingy, selfish 
exterior! 


Hey - Hairy’s got the 
mud-rasslin’ goin'! 


Yeah - but you can <„pant) 
find yourself another 
(gasp) wrestler, Arch! 


Jeez! I said 
mud-rasslin' 
not... 


Aww-get cleaned 

up, Hairy, an' 
come wit’ me! 
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He's gotta be some shrewd busi 
nessman! Maybe even a Hebe! 


If I wanna get my customers back, HI 
haveta find out what this guy's angle is 1 
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Nah - I been keepin' her prisoner in my 
basement the last three years! 


One more season o' 
that dingbat's dopey 
stories about her relative 
and I'd've killed her! 


Why'd 
you do 
that to 

Eatit? 


thought 

your 

wife 

died, 

Arch! 


I guess Mrs. Cramp did some heavy-duty 
housecleanin' last week! 


gotta know how does she 
pack 'em in this way?? 


And my second cousin or was it my third? Anyway, her name was 
Mildred... says to me..."Eatit. you shouldn't slice that cucumber with a 
grapefruit knife!" I says, why not? She says... 


But never 
mind that! 
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I'm the world's richest 
man and I want to buy 
your cookie business. 


Then I'll buy the tree. I 

/~fT r TT' Z* 


or over two-hundred years 
we've baked ourcookies 
in this tree 


No way. 

(chuckle- 

chuckle.) 


Contaminating trees with 
Dutch elt disease. 


Arrest 

them! 


What 

for!! 


COtf/MSoM 

sure*, 

I SHOT ? 6 


Writer and Artist: Dick Codor 
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Sorry, only our ' 
delicious cookies 
are for sale 



































